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	star gazer

**Note: **the editor has been doing some funky stuff recently. So please excuse the poor formatting as well as my rather lackluster writing right now.

I have exams - I really can't devote that much time to rewriting entire stories right now (or else this fic would still only be half done).

.

* * *

><p><strong>star gazing<strong>

.

**i.**

Once upon a time, there was a little boy born. He was born, he lived, and then he died.

Died under the stars that so innocently beamed down.

Well, of course, those stars didn't know. They were a billion miles away, after all.

_(didn't you hear? the little boy that got murdered in the dead of night)_

And for a while he wandered around, looking for a mama no longer there, for a papa buried under the raging seas.

For wherever he'd left his body.

_(his body was found across the sea. gruesome, isn't it?)_

And when he couldn't find it, he cried. Cried and cried and cried, because he'd lost everything.

Everything except the stars.

They beamed down so innocently, unaffected by the death and loss and loneliness of walking the Earth alone.

And he made a wish on the little one, wishing for a mama and a papa and to go on the swings and laugh until his belly hurt.

A billion years later, when the Earth was all but dead, they finally heard his call.

.

**ii.**

Uchiha Hoitsu was always an odd, lonely baby.

For a long, long time, he didn't say a word. They thought he was dumb. He never even bothered listening.

When the orphanage matron first addressed him, telling him to stop being such a stupid boy and to eat, he burst into tears.

And always wandering. Often he'd walk onto other Uchiha's private property, only to have the audacity to look surprised when they shooed him away.

Although, after the first few times, he just started smiling.

Neither party really cared.

They didn't have time to care for the little orphan. They had a war with the Senju, after all. And the little orphan didn't see their lives as anything of worth.

Although, after he unlocked his Sharingan after a raid on the orphanage, they started paying much more attention. Too bad it took the rest of the orphans dying.

He didn't really care.

His mind just kept on replaying the water, drowning the elder ninja.

So much water.

People looked so graceful drowning.

Who knows, maybe his body a billion universes away agreed.

Needless to say, for the clan priding themselves on their patented fire jutsu, it was a rather foolhardy decision to specialise in water jutsu.

He never gave up, despite the many calls to do so.

He wanted to see them.

Drown, that is. Drown and cry like he did, so long ago, where their words will never be heard.

_(Sometimes, he swore he heard people telling him to stop. But why should he listen? It was just him, him alone, wandering the big, lonely Earth.)_

They relabelled him 'psychopath', and shielded their children from him. And there were so many calls to have him executed – such a monster, torturing his victims in such vile ways. _(hah, the hypocrites. they were all shinobi and kunoichi, after all.)_

They never did. Partly because he was a damn good ninja if you stripped away the torture. Partly because they couldn't.

Uchiha Hoitsu was no longer the stupid baby, the lost child, the presumptuous teen. He was a force of nature, nameless and hated for everything he embodied.

He didn't care.

It was just him, him and the stars among the death and screaming and crying.

And slow, slow death.

Eventually he died, loathed within his own clan and feared outside.

And as he felt his own death, he realised his own mistake, and begged for forgiveness from the stars.

This time it was shorter. Oh, perhaps only a few hundred million – another world razed to the ground, as everyone cried out around him, then just him and the Earth.

.

**iii.**

It was a small village by the seaside that he awoke again.

Egami Shozo.

He was a deliberate child, certainly, always wandering around and muttering. Every step was controlled, and a few realised he never left a print on the ground.

He couldn't bring himself to care.

It would take a lot worse that 'strange kid' to provoke him.

And he spent his nights under the stars, whispering strange, foreign syllables at them.

His grandmother was terrified of him.

Everyone was, just a little bit.

Did he care?

No.

Because it wasn't the burning world anymore. There were people that walked around the bustling markets, yelling and touching him, all with the gentle backdrop of water.

One of the largest bodies of water, in fact.

Sometimes he wanted to drown them all.

But he didn't.

He didn't want to lose it all, all over again.

Distant news filtered through. More skirmishes between the Uchiha and Senju, growing steadily closer to them as they left destruction in their wake. Tales of ninja alliances, Ino-Shika-Cho – discarded as mere hearsay, because what ninja would ever make a partnership?

They were all backstabbing traitors.

He couldn't bring himself to contest that.

Although, he did have distant memories of a time a few hundred million years ago, where there were little villages of people.

Too bad it didn't last.

Nothing lasted.

Soon, the battles were drawing near –far, far too near to _his_ village, to _his_ home, to the place he'd sworn to protect nine hundred million years ago.

So he drowned them all.

They were beautiful.

Not quite as he remembered them to be, but they were still beautiful.

When his grandmother found out, she committed suicide by jumping off a cliff into the sea, feeling personally responsible for all the atrocities her estranged grandson committed.

He left the village after that.

Left.

Never came back.

It was all too reminiscent of the Uchiha, really.

Travelling for a while, his lust for revenge diminished somewhat. Certainly, his third grandmother's face was still clear in his mind, however the pain, the sorrow, the loss, had dulled.

Just as his first parents.

Just as the matron.

Just as everyone else he'd foolishly become close to.

_Then Hashirama came_. Too bright, too warm, too naïve.

He always had half a mind to kill him, to see how magnificent he would be in the water that smothered even his last words. But… how could he? What right did he have, the person who'd seen so much destruction, to even think about touching something so pure?

So he smiled.

Smiled and smiled and smiled, because what was he supposed to do?

And then his secret came out.

That he'd lived the equivalent of a billion lives. That he'd seen the rise and fall of two different worlds. That he remembered dying, drowning, body lost to the endless oceans as he roamed the Earth a lost spirit.

Hashirama cried. Apparently it was because he, the spirit-turned-boy, was lonely.

He didn't understand. Loneliness was a rather foreign concept, having not come close to people for nigh on two universes.

But it was… dare he say 'okay'?

And it never lasted.

It was during a meeting with Hashirama, a quick warning about assassins _(oh, the irony)_ – then a kunai through the ribs.

A genjutsu.

Falling backwards, he landed in the lake behind him, limbs paralysed with toxins. And the water took his words, but the stars still heard him.

This time, though, he had a purpose.

He memorised ever political movement in Hashirama's little town. Usually, he wouldn't pay attention to such an inconsequential gathering of people – yet this was Hashirama.

The person who cried for him, because he was 'lonely'.

And even as the world collapsed around him again, this time he had a meaning deeper than 'not wanting to die'.

.

**iv.**

Takeuchi Hikaru was a prodigy.

Scouted from his civilian family at the tender age of five, his ascension through the ranks was reminiscent of Namikaze Minato himself.

Some said he took himself too seriously.

He didn't care.

When he finally graduated at 7, he was placed on a team with Uchiha Shisui and Kurama Souunbashi, and was immediately remarked as an incredibly talented ninja with a drive to protect something.

No one knew what that something was.

No one would ever know.

After all, it never happened.

Rin's death never happened. So Kyuubi's attack never happened. So Madara's belated revenge never happened. Orochimaru was dead, in a concrete, sealed bunker under the ocean's drowning waves, and Danzo's ROOT had been completely taken from him.

Of course, there was always a sacrifice.

Nothing good ever lasted.

Although Danzo was not a petty man, somewhere underneath all that grafted flesh was a human.

So that is why he lay bleeding out, in a cavern underground.

_There were no stars._

But he still said thank you to them, because this life he spent with a mama and papa and saved lots and lots of people.

This is where the story of the little, drowned boy, who walked the ends of the Earth (and more), ends.

.

* * *

><p><strong>an**

Recreational fic, to let off some steam from all the damn exams I've been doing.

(I completely flunked my physics mock, thanks for asking. So I've been really depressed all week.)

I also kind of wanted to try my hand at a (slightly) darker fic, rather than the sparkles and sunshine my fics always seem to veer towards.

And now I see why they always veer towards happy, light subjects, because now I feel like wandering off somewhere and pondering the universe. Seriously. This was a terrible idea.

And now I am going to go read some fluffy Hetalia ship fics or something.

.

- saya

**(also, thank you if you actually read this junk.)**

**(seriously.)**

**(I will give you a virtual cookie.)**


End file.
